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MEANEST MAN IN THE WORLD 




cky and O'Shmvnessy Story* 
By Rod lived 



riCKY EURKE came ju 
whistling and frolickii 



lpin 



yelling. 



home from 
school. He liked school all right. He had a 
keen, curious mind and was fascinated by the 
things his teachers taught him in history, 
math. English and so forth. But when school 



let curt, it 
was the 1 



time. 
He cai 



dom frorr. 
ut and si 
ery day 



Uciplii 
and t 



; that 



a joyous 



eling up to the house and was 
about to burst into the kitchen to see if his 
mother had any fresh-baked cake or cookies, 
when he stopped short. A whistle died on his 
Jips. Something was missing. Something was 
wrong. 

For" a moment the boy stood frowning, puz- 
zled. He had a strange, uncanny feeling pf 
disaster, as if a great cloud were rolling over 
him. Yet it took him a little while to figure 
out what was wrong, what was missing! 

Then in a Rash it struck him.- 
, O'Shawnessy ! 

Every day when he returned from school 
his big, shaggy dog was there to greet him, 
barking happily, wagging that raggedy tail, 
leaping and prancing and licking his master's 
hand. 

"O'Shawnessy!" cried Wicky. 

A faint, pitiful whimper came from the dog- 
house, back by the garage. i 

Wicky ran back and found his great dog 
lying there, moaning in pain, vainly trying to 
get to his feet to greet his master. 

"He's sick!" exclaimed Wicky. He patted 
the big dog briefly, uttering comforting words. 
Then he raced back toward the house holler- 
ing, "Mom! Mom! Something's wrong with 
O'Shawnessy!" 

Mother and son bundled the big dog into 
an old blanket, carried him to the car, and 
hurried to the veterinarian. The doctor exam- 
ined O'Shawnessy and said solemnly, "He's 




, Wicky 
kill my 



at all. After his 
ay and gone into 
to the police sta- 
id, Detective Tom 



sn help it!" responded th 
Ve'll do everything we Ci 

him!" 

As they left the veterinari 
■ was blubbering, "Somebody 
dog. Oh, if I could get my hands on him. How 
could anybody be so mean?" 

"Now take it easy, son," soothed Mrs. Burke, 
"f know how you feel. I feel as badly as you 
do, but we can't go around accusing people. 
Likely as not, O'Shawnessy got into some rat 
poison or something. You know how he roots 
in garbage cans and everywhere. It was an 
accident, I'm sure." 

But Wicky wasn't su 
mother had put the car 
the house, he walked do- 
tion and looked up his fi 
Keene. 

"It's murder, that's what it is!" cried Wicky. 

"I can understand how you feel, Wicky," 
responded Detective Keene, a lithe, broad- 
shouldered man who had been a boy once 
himself, and who loved dogs. "But we've got 
to proceed cautiously. Tell me the facts. Do 
you have any neighbors who hate dogs? Have 
any of them been complaining about barking 
or anything?" 

Wicky admitted truthfully that there had 
been no complaints and that all their neigh- 
bors seemed to like the friendly, tail-wagging 
O'Shawnessy. . , ■ ■ . t . : . . 

Detective Keene paced up and down. "You 
see," he said, "it would be kind of hard to 
place a murdetf charge against anybody for 
poisoning a dog. Especially when the dog isn't 
— uh — dead." 

' Wicky was in tears again, and angry. He 
rose, crying, "All right! So the case isn't im- 
portant to you! All right! But it's a terrible 



WHIZ 

crime, just the same. If you won't do anything 
about it, I'll . . . I'll ... go to the F. B. I.!" 

Tom Keene stepped quickly and put an arm 
around the boy's shoiriders. "Take it easy, 
son," he said. "I agree with you. It is a terri- 
ble crime. And I intend to do something about 
it, with your help. Now listen to what I tell 
you . . ." 

Wicky jabbed the spade into the ground, 
brought up a chunk of brown dirt and threw it 
aside. He bit the ground again with the spade, 
pushed it down with his foot, tugged the dirt up, 
and tossed it away. As he worked, his cheeks 
were glistening. Was it sweat or tears? 

When he had a good sized hole in the 
ground, about four feet deep and four feet 
long and a little over two feet wide, he paused 
and wiped his face with a handkerchief. Then 
he dragged the long wooden box over, gently 
lowered it into the hole, and began scraping 
the dirt in on top of it. When he had it all 
filled in, with a neatly smoothed mound on 
top, he dropped the spade and went into the 
garage. 

From the garage he brought out a wooden 
shingle, nailed to a stake. He stamped the stake 
into the ground 'at the head of the mound. On 
the shingle' was lettered: 

O'SHAWNESSY 
A Boy's Best Friend 
Wicky was unaware that a pair of furtive eyes 
watched him from beyond the back fence. 

Night came. 

The lights were out and all was quiet within 
the Burke household. A shadow beside the 
garage moved. It moved slowly, stealthily, 
toward a rear window of the house. Under 
the window it again crouched down into the 
shadows. 

After a few moments, the figure raised' 
again, quietly, silently, and a jimmy was ap- 
plied to the window. A very slight scratching 
noise, a noise that might easily have been a 
tree branch scraping, was all that broke 
through the still night. Then the window was 
raised. The shadowy figure became a man, he 
crawled up and got one foot over the sill. 

"Row-wow-ooo !" 



The man in the window froze! "The dog!" 
he whispered to himself. 

In that instant of indecision, another shadow 
stepped from the blackness and a clear voice 
called, "All right, mister. Up with your hands. 
This is the law." 

The man in the window flipped out a gun 
and shot. 

An answering blast blazed from the" dark- 
ness. 

The burglar howled, "Ow, m^ shoulder!" 
and fell from the window. 

Lights started blazing in the Burke house- 
hold, 

vDetective Tom Keene had clamped handcuffs 
on the wounded burglar. He was explaining 
to the astonished Mr. and Mrs. Burke, "This 
rat has a long record. He makes a habit of 
poisoning watchdogs, and then burglarizing 
the place. Of course, I wouldn't have suspected 
him if your son, Wicky, hadn't come to me. 
Wicky and I set a trap, didn't we, son? The 
boy dug a grave so this bird would think the 
dog was really dead. Then, just as an added 
touch, I asked Wicky to keep a watch out of 
his window and imitate a dog howl when the 
burglar was halfway in. That really startled 
him. By the way, Wicky, it was a swell imi- 
tation. You should be , . ." 
The phone rang. 

"Who can that be, this time of night?" asked 
Mrs. Burke. 

"I'll get it," said Mr. Burke. 

A moment later he returned, smiling. "All's 
well that ends well!" he said. "That was the 
veterinarian. He said he knew we were wor- 
ried, so he called. O'Shawnessy has passed the 
crisis. Son, your dog is going to get welll" 

WICKY just couldn't say anything. Hfc 
mouth was smiling; his eyes were smil- , 
ing. You just couldn't explain the tears that j 
were cascading down his cheeks. 

THE END 

Read about WICKY and hit dog, — 
CTSHAWNESSY, every month in 
WHIZ COMICS 
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JIM WISE TEUS VW/W^QWWVS 
SHOES HELP YOU SO FULL 
SPEEP LONSe&i 

THE ALL.- IMPOjeTANT P-T-'RlfilD 
WED6E HELPS KEEP THE ., -■ \ 
3 MAIN SUPPOPT1N6 
PONES OF THE NORMAL 
FOOT IN PROPER. 
POSITION. 




insist ON "P'f'CMVAS SHOES ampe ONLY By , B.R, Goodrich and Hood Rubber Company 



IN U. S. ARMY 
WAR SURPLUS 
CAMPING GEAR 




OUTSTANDING 



oud is diiploy and wear Ih, 
' h«ar how tittle thu author 
lortoy! Use th. coupon .hovt 



COMBINATION c. 

SPECIALS! illustrations) 



Thii ij the world renowned baitle outfit io 
gloriously a pari of the winning of ihe war in 
France ond Germany and throughout the Pa- 
rfftl lo Japan. Cost | a the government for the 
Hoveriack ALONE was over $3.00. 



W SAVE u p to 35% ^ 

H by ordering one or more of thrift ■ 

■ ipeciali. Pleaie, NO SUBSTITUTES! ■ 

H Special] ere made up in advance H 
K for immediate delivery lo you. 



Infantry Field Pack. I 



S2.30 VALUE 



HI 2. (2 Sets of H6) $4.60 Value 0nly , 3^fn 



H24. {4 Sets of H6) $9.20 Value Only *5E 



H9. 



■ rnmond,,* $4.30 VALUE 



$2.95 VALUE 
ONLY 



M5V- iTc. 



$4.25 VALUE 
ONLY 

*2 93 r*Vc 



W7. ?.*1o a L?;, p c*MX° b B.M.°«:) 5325 VALUE 



$6.20 
VALUE 
. ONLY 
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HAVERSACK 



MUSETTE BAG 





AIR CORPS 

SUSTENANCE 
V. VEST 



MSMB3M 



Cutting,., lie 2,V 



SiilJplE 



Infuntry FurloughCARGO BAG 

G. \Z a J' 





C 10 POCKET 

CARTRIDOF (lilt 

aCuttabl* from IB' la 46 


85c 


r=n"' J 3 * ~7S~. 


ii • ■• tip i 


K 1 


P. PISTOL WELT 


65c 




